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A few minutes later the mother was sitting warming
herself at the stove in Ludrnilla's little room. Ludmilla,
in a black dress with a leather belt, was slowly pacing the
floor, filling the room with the rustle of her skirts and
the sound of her imperious voice.
The fire crackled and roared in the stove, sucking in
the air, while the woman's voice flowed on evenly.
"People are more stupid than wicked. They can only
see what is in front of their eyes and can be grasped at
once. But everything close at hand is cheap—only things
far away are dear. When you get right down to it, every-
one would be happier and better off if life were different
—if it were easier and people were more reasonable. But
it will take a long time to achieve this."
Suddenly she halted in front of the mother.
"I don't see people very often, and when I do, I be-
gin to harangue," she said apologetically. "You must think
I'm crazy."
"Why?" said the mother. She tried to discover where
this woman printed their pamphlets, but she couldn't. In
this room with its three windows facing the street stood
a couch and a bookcase, a table, chairs, and a bed. In one
corner was a washstand, in another the stove. Photo-
graphs hung on the wall. Everything was fresh and clean
and in good repair, and over it all the austere figure of
the owner threw a cold shadow. The mother felt that
something was hidden, but could not guess where. She
looked at the doors. She had entered through one which
led into a little hall; there was another one, high and nar-
row, next to the stove.
"I have  come on business," she said  self-consciously,
noticing that Ludmilla was eyeing her closely.
"I know. People don't come to see me otherwise."
The mother noticed something strange in Ludmilla's
tone. She looked into her face; there was the shadow of
a smile on her thin lips, and her eyes were shining dully

